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Revelation! Murmur of the leaves

Of life's prolific tree in the dark haze

Of midsummer: and inspiration of the blood

In the ecstatic secret bed: and bare

Inscription on a prison-wall, 'For thou shalt

persevere

In thine identity . . .': a momentary glimpsed
Escape into the golden dance of dust
Beyond the window. These are all.

Uncomprehending. But to understand

Is to endure, withstand the withering blight

Of winter night's long desperation, war,

Confusion, till at the dense core

Of this existence all the spirit's force

Becomes acceptance of blind eyes

To see no more. Then they may see at last;

And all they see their vision sanctifies.

MISERERE

Vv hose is this horrifying face,
This putrid flesh, discoloured, flayed,
Fed on by flies, scorched by the sun ?
Whose are these hollow red-filmed eyes
And thorn-spiked head and spear-stuck side ?
Behold the Man: He is Man's Son.

Forget the legend, tear the decent veil
That cowardice or interest devised
To make their mortal enemy a friend,
To hide the bitter truth all His wounds tell
Lest the great scandal be no mpre disguised;
He is in agony till the world's end.